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a crown for (and thirty-five shillings for the 
frame). How often he had heard her tell 
the story, how often expatiate on the beau¬ 
ties of that skilful imitation of an oleo¬ 
graph! “A real Artist in the streets,” and 
you could hear the capital A in Artist as she 
spoke the words. She made you feel that 
part of his glory had entered into Janet 
Spence when she tendered him that half- 
crown for the copy of the oleograph. She 
was implying a compliment to her own taste 
and penetration. A genuine Old Master 
for half a crown. Poor, dear Janet! 

Mr. Hutton came to a pause in front 
of a small oblong mirror. Stooping a little 
to get a full view of his face, he passed 
a white, well-manicured finger over his mous¬ 
tache. It was as curly, as freshly auburn as 
it had been twenty years ago. His hair still 
retained its colour, and there was no sign of 
baldness yet—only a certain elevation of the 
brow. “Shakespearean,” thought Mr. Hut¬ 
ton, with a smile, as he surveyed the smooth 
and polished expanse of his forehead. 

Others abide our question, thou art 
free. . . . Footsteps in the sea . . . Maj¬ 
esty . . . Shakespeare, thou shouldst be liv¬ 
ing at this hour. No, that was Milton, 
wasn’t it? Milton, the Lady of Christ’s. 
There was no lady about him. He was what 



MORTAL COILS 

ALDOUS HUXLEY 




MORTAL 

COILS 

By ALDOUS HUXLEY 


NEW xir YORK 
GEORGE H. DORAN COMPANY 



COPYRIGHT, 1922, 

BY GEORGE H. DORAN COMPANY 


COPYRIGHT, 1921, BY THE CENTURY CO. 
COPYRIGHT, 1920, BY SMART SET COMPANY, INC. 


MORTAL COILS. I 

PRINTED IN THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA 


CONTENTS 

PAGE 


I: THE GIOCONDA SMILE 9 

II: PERMUTATIONS AMONG THE NIGHT¬ 
INGALES 6 9 

III: THE TILLOTSON BANQUET «7 

IV: GREEN TUNNELS 161 

V: NUNS AT LUNCHEON *95 




I: THE GIOCONDA SMILE 





MORTAL COILS 


I: THE GIOCONDA SMILE 

I 

M ls l SPENCE will be down directly, 

“Thank you,” said Mr. Hutton, without 
turning round. Janet Spence’s parlourmaid 
was so ugly—ugly on purpose, it always 
seemed to him, malignantly, criminally ugly 
—that he could not bear to look at her more 
than was necessary. The door closed. Left 
to himself, Mr. Hutton got up and began to 
wander round the room, looking with medi¬ 
tative eyes at the familiar objects it con¬ 
tained. 

Photographs of Greek statuary, photo¬ 
graphs of the Roman Forum, coloured prints 
of Italian masterpieces, all very safe and 
well known. Poor, dear Janet, what a prig 
—what an intellectual snob! Her real taste 
was illustrated in that water-colour by the 
pavement artist, the one she had paid half 




